A SMOKING PARTY

'Behold lightning in the far distance,
May its bounty fall in Umm al Hait,
Continuous and flowing rain
Flowing along between sand and stream course
Until it pass from Bu Warid onwards,
Thence shall a beautiful woman live and enjoy,
She, who standing up unveiled,
Her lover falleth at her feet
And is healed of the wounds of his heart-veins/

Our march that day was cut short abruptly by the over-
mastering need to rejoice. These few spots of falling rain
were reason enough for my vanguard to halt and graze
their camels.

Sahail, a Rashidi, announced that he would smoke, and
a circle soon squatted about him, for a pipe in the desert
invites all to share. His hand disappeared down the open-
ing of his shirt front (Badu clothes have no pockets) towards
the region of his dagger belt, and drew forth his smoking
outfit - the typical tobacco pouch of cowhide, flapped over
and roughly sewn, carrying a leather thong with wooden
toggle. It was one of Sahail's few possessions, but clearly
had a sentimental value of its own. As ever, it must be
lovingly unrolled with all eyes upon it. It had two par-
titions, one for tobacco, the other for pipe, flint and steel
striker, for matches in the desert if not quite unknown are
a rare luxury, and fires invariably lighted with a flint.
The pipe, also typical, was an empty -303 cartridge case,
the mouthpiece being the flat-rimmed end with the cap
removed. He proceeded to fill it with the green local leaf
of Oman or Dhufar, holding the end well up to avoid
spilling the precious stuff. A scrap of rag which probably
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